rubbed his eyes and yawned loudly The Tatar stretched
himself and looked round him for the streets of Astrakhan
For a moment or two the station was filled with the scents
of the sea, of wild flowers, of oil-fields A bearded soldier
stood up, unbuttoned his breeches, and made water on
the track as solemnly as though he were praying
Broadsides of blasphemy straddled the station The
aeroplane, automobiles, guns and machine-guns, horses
and camels and dogs and men made their way out of
Dauna
With a revolver in one hand and a key in the other,
Burdukovski hurried to the prison
Lurching on its springs, the general's car made its way
to the head of the column In it Ungern sat with closed
eyes, stiff and still
An early flight of storks flew over the soldiers The
column set off, turning its back to the sun the sun of
dawn that had just awakened Japan, the sun of dawn that
shone on a dead station, dead barracks, a dead prison